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One 


Author's Notes: 
The first Lana Del Rey song | ever heard was "Axl Rose Husband’, so there you go. 


Modern Day 


The days of girls falling all over him were gone, and he wasn't sure when they went away. He stared in the 
mirror, botoxed frozen face, facelift eyes, the loose skin around his neck. The weight visible in his face, 
covering the angular, to die for cheekbones. He licked his lips and wondered when he got old, because it had 
seemed that he would be young forever, young and famous and in his twenties, and somehow the days slipped 
away and the years added weight and lines and took away that beautiful, androgynous look that a million girls 
fell for. 


He hadn't cared back then, had never thought he was particularly good looking because he had been a skinny 
redheaded kid in the mid-west, and girls didn't fall all over him back then. Girls thought he was weird, they 
thought he acted weird and looked weird, and he believed that. He was weird. Red hair was an awful hair color 
to get saddled with, red hair and freckles and his funny red/gold eyelashes. He had envied Izzy's dark hair and 


Slash's dark hair, dark and cool and it always looked good, it didn't flash orange in the sun, it didn't clash with 
their clothes. 


His hair was still red, just faded to a dull orange blond. Red hair didn't turn gray. When he grew his hair long 
and moved to LA. that was when girls started to notice him, to flutter their eyes at him and rub up against 
him and talk to him in that nervous voice, "Hi, Axl, do you remember me?" girls would say, their blond hair 
teased up high and hair sprayed in place because it was the eighties. They wore neon and pastel and short 
skirts and huge earrings. They ducked their heads around him and tugged on his sleeves. He always told them 
he remembered them even if he didn't because he wanted them to be happy and think they mattered, even 
the ones who weren't pretty. 


Those girls were old now, as old as him, they were in their fifties and they looked it, and some of them still 
tilted their heads the same way and tugged on his clothes, but it was for a memory. If they hadn't watched 
"Sweet Child O' Mine" on MTV every day for a whole summer they wouldn't see him and care. Nostalgia. 


So he wore hats and sunglasses and layers of clothes to hide his aging physique and he remembered when he 
would wear next to nothing because he was skinny and muscular and it didn't matter. It was sleaze and sex and 
rock n' roll and it was all rolled up in one thing, strippers and models and androgyny and gay culture and biker 


culture and drugs, drugs, drugs. 


He sipped his drink at the hotel bar, the basement bar after the show. The other acts were drifting down 


here, and he flicked his eyes over them from under the brim of his hat, under his sunglasses. 
Lana Del Rey 


She sang in the single spotlight on the stage, her sultry voice building the picture of geography and time, the 
hazy light of the early seventies infused her songs. She built the picture of the young Lolita going after her 
Humbert Humbert with a single-minded purpose. She romanticized drugs, white lines of cocaine in the withering 


Florida humidity. She took her bows. 


She made her way to the basement bar, the secret bar for the acts to drink unmolested from the prying 
eyes of their rapt audience. She saw the older man drinking at the bar, taking everything in. Like her character 
in her songs she liked older men, liked the crinkle around their eyes, the wear in their vocal chords. She slid up 


to him, smiling, hinting that he could buy her a drink. 


"Hi," she said, her voice low, a smoke voice that travelled in slow waves near the ceiling. She heard him swallow 


and move away from her. 


"Hi," he said, his voice deep, a voice she's heard before. Where? Was he one of the acts or with them? Was he 


someone's father or roadie or manager? She slid next to him, closer this time. 


"You can buy me a drink," she said, her eyes tilted up to him. She saw her own face reflected in his 


sunglasses. She had her own money, she's always had money. She liked older men to buy drinks for her. They 


liked to do it, too. 


‘Oh, yeah?" he said, taking his sunglasses off. Those eyes, that voice, she knew who he was. Who was he? Then 
it clicked in her head, was that right? Was Guns N' Roses playing at this show? Why didn't she know that? But 
this was W. Axl Rose sitting right beside her, and she hit on him before ever guessing who he was. He was 
older than all those serpentine Sunset Strip pictures from the club days, but that was how she liked them. 
Older. Much older. She licked her lips and put her hand on his arm, her dark red nails resting on his freckled 


forearm. 


"| know who you are," she said, her voice dropping down an octave. 


